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an eccentric manner. He walked with a sort of du^a.xi-^c-ciif
step, and in addition to this mode of progression :ie dU<, Lid a
kind of sailor's lurch, as If Jie had just landed from a r >Ilij^
deck. '"What doctor are you going to disturb?" he enquired
breathlessly when they reached the town.
"Doctor Fell. Sir, Doctor Fell,"' replied the nurse. "Doctor
Fell be a kind-'earted man. but he lives with Is old sister Miss
Bitty who' be reglar devil. And If we ring at Doctor's door It
won't be the doctor we'll see. We'll see old Bitty for sure and
Bitty'11 knock our 'eads off waking of 5er up."
"I'll have the doctor out of bed," muttered Mr. .Dekker
grimly, "if once you get them to open the door for us, Nurse.*'
But at this point Mr. Geard laid his hand on the Vicar's arm.
"Let me go with Miss Robinson and sit up with this woman,"
he said. "You can telephone to my family when you return home,
so that they won't be alarmed, I can sleep wherever I am. It's a
trick I possess."
Mat Dekker showed some impatience at this. "It isn't a question
of sitting up with her, Mr. Geard. It's a question of stopping the
torture she's enduring. It's a question of giving her sleep! Mor-
phia alone can do that."
"Christ alone can do that!" cried Bloody Johnny in a voice
that sounded like the voice of an angry boatswTain, so resonantly
did it reverberate through the empty street! "Pardon me. Sir,"
he went on. "Pardon me. Miss Robinson. When I said just now
that I w-ould sit up with this woman, I meant of course that in
the Power of the Blood I would send her to sleep. Please take
me there quickly. Nurse! There Is no reason why we should
trouble Mr. Dekker any more tonight. Only don't forget, Mister,
to telephone to Mrs. Geard."
^ Nurse Robinson looked from one to the other. They were all
three now- standing outside Saint John's Churchyard, in the ob-
scurity of which the Holy Thorn was just visible and the vast
bulk of the shadowy tower. But Mat Dekker's face was clouded
with indecision. He kept turning his head, first to the right and
then to the left under the pressure of Mr. Geard's words, exactly
as a large dog might have done under a human eye. He seemed
unwilling to look at Mr. Geard* He struck the pavement with tfa$